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over Ham Common. Perhaps he is going to build the Wagner
Theatre there. If not, it will be interesting to see whether it will
occur to any of the commoners to impeach before the Wagner
Society its London president's fidelity to the principles of the
illustrious exile of '48.

However that may be, I have not been out of England, and
have indeed heard no good music lately except a brass band of
shoemakers, conducted by a compositor^ playing for pure love of
their art on the racecourse at Northampton one Sunday after-
noon, and playing very well indeed. They gave us a Gloria of
Haydn's with a delicacy of execution and a solemn reverence for
the old master which were extraordinarily refreshing after the stale
professional routine playing of the London concert platforms. It
was like seeing a withering flower put into water. This has been,
so far, the only musical episode in my wanderings, which are
chiefly devoted to viva voce criticisms delivered gratuitously to
the man in the street who cannot afford to buy The World. It is a
salutary thing after the worry and hurry of a London season to
abandon one's typewriter, fly beyond the reach of the endless de-
liveries of the metropolitan postal service, and deliver one's soul
face to face with one's fellow-man under the open sky. To take
a trap through a countryside, driving from one village green to
another, and criticizing by the oratorical instead of the literary
method, rejuvenates me rarely after three months on the treadmill
whose well-worn steps are St James's Hall, Prince's Hall, Stein-
way Hall, and Covent Garden. With good company to keep you
merry during the home journey in the dark, there is no pleasanter
way of spending a day, except perhaps lying on one's back on a
hillside doing absolutely nothing, a luxury which requires an un-
conscionable deal of preliminary hard work to give it a really fine
flavor. Oral criticism in the streets of a manufacturing town at
night is not quite so romantically pastoral; but on a fine evening
in such a place, there are much duller diversions than hiring an
itinerant shooting gallery or the like, strikingly illuminated with a
supply of naphtha flares, from some gipsy showman; assembling
a crowd under the false pretence of being a cheap Jack; and thsn
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